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Curious Crowds Looked on,
Laughed, Jeered the Mourners

and Took Food and Embiems
From the Grave as Trophies.

HE SUUNT
of Hop nlley,

nnd

Ehiv-

they
i 1he
ikened
plies  of

Walnut

__iml and
1l \\‘.‘-d
fought to keep them

I‘;!‘.L’.‘- every now
Liivly pelicemen wio
in line

In front of Gum
mnarkedsty a4 heavy fold of crepe. O men
and women strove to break through the
Pollce cordon and foroe thelr way into the
@eathroom, They were pushed back, but
rolled resislesgly torward agaln,

Finally two women who scemed to be
known to the Chinese got permission from
one of the masters of cersmonies to view
the body. They rushed forward, and in
thelr wnke followed a score of other wom-
en—young women and middle-aged women,
women In rags and women In =ilk=; but not
one whosa face bore A sign of grief or of
any other emotlon save that of estarving

o~ curiosity.

They crowdded Intn the lttle room, filied
with the emoke of tobacco and punk, gazed

i, Ainto the fuce of the dead Chinaman, gazed

- |t the Jighted candles, gazed at the bum-

o Ing Joss  fticks stuck Into a platter of

1 earth, and crowded out, laueghing and sutls-
Lol

The opening ceremonies took place on
Eichth street, at the head of Hop alley,
There, shortly afler noon, half a dozen
Chinamen, wearing white blouses of cotton
over their typleal work-a-day clothes, set
& canopy, black-roofed and fringed with pa-
Per ropes of red, white and blue, upon the
~cobblestones. Beneath this they placed a
rug.

Other Chinamen came out Into the strest
+bearing a table. This they placed to the
south of the canopy, and about 1t they
epread straw matting. A white cloth was
Jaid on the table, and then heaplng dishes
of favorite Chinese foods were set upon It.

The crowd jeered and laughed.

*Pass the grub around.” they cried, “"Gam
Lee is dead; he can't cat. Give It to us*

Two email Chinnmen, bearing hure brass
AFongs, stenped out upon the sidewnlk and
rbegan to beat upon the gongs with sticks
» The crowd laughed and jeered again. The
| Chinamen, too, laughed and beat the harder,
1. Back toward Wealnut street there were
twenty-five carriages. One of these waw
acalled and the two tom<tom beaters, with
* ®wo other men, who blew =hrill and tuneless
fifes, climbed into the carriage, placed long
Tine sticks a® rallings on each slle, and re-
gumed their welrd dirge.

.. Bix Chinamen now came out of the alley,
"bearing the black casket, which contalned
1he body of Gam Lee. Behind them came
moother Chinaman, holding an open um-
Brella over the head of the dead man. Back
ot them ull came a white horse, bare of
ack and led hy a negro boy.
. Ont of one of tha Chinese stores on Eighth
Btreet 100 Chinamen, each garbed pecullarly

Gam Lee, Kin
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l#~¢"s door, which was l

Sand each bearing a gayly-colored flag or
Abanner or transparency, came pouring in
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erowided fashion and took their places about
the canopy as the casket was placed be-
neath It.

“What are they going to do with that |

horse?” some one asked.

“*That 1= for the epirit of Gam Lee te
ride,” was the answer.

The crowd, hearing the reply. laughed
again.

An old megro woman, wearing & heavy
black weil, walked unsteadily toward the
casket, and, leaning over, gased Into the
face of Gam Lee. Fhe turned,
and fell heavily to the sidewalk. A spectn-
tor helped her to her feet, and she leered
st him helplessly, As she stooped to brush
the dust from her dress she staggered again.

She was drunk with oplum.

A Ilttle cld Chinaman, with cap and
gorgeons garments, stepped out from the
erowd of other gorgeously dresssd China-
men, took a position on the matting at the
foot of the carket, and begnn an incanta-
tion In Chinese, His arms waved frantically.
His thin upper lip, bedecked eparsely with
a gray, bristlelike mustache, trembled
queerly.

His arms waved again, and & tall China-
man, bearing an enormous flag, shifted the
pole from left to richt hand, and, with an
answering recitsl, ralsed it high

The littls priest bent, and, taking a dozen
jogs sticks, lighted them and plzced them
on the table with the food.

The American band, stationed ahead of
the Chinese band, L &in to play a dirge. A
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Chinaman ran frantically to the leader ana
urged him to stop.

The crowd saw the mistake and shounted
with laughter. :

The priest continued his incantations.
More flags and banners were ralsed, and
thelr red and white and yellow and pink
folds flapped gaudily In the chilling wind.

The Chinese band increazed iis clattering

nolse. An emissary from the master of cere-
monies hurried to the leader of the Amer-

fean Dand, and tHe Awterican musiclans be-
gan agaln the dirge which they had begun
befare. "

“Look out! Mayba it ain't times yetl
ghouted the crowd jeeringly.

The Chinamen bearing the flags and ban-
ners formed In more even order. Other car-
riages began to come up through the crowd
at Market street, s

A policeman. trying to clear the Wway,
geized @ drunken man who huad a political
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Sa¥ige In his Naf and In his effort to make
him “get back™ threw him to the ground.
Then he jerked him to his feet and pitched
Bim bodlly into the crowd.

The crowd laughed. So did the police-
man. Eo did the drunken man.

Further down the line, another policeman
tried to prevent a young fellow from break-
fng through the llne. The youth ran, and
the policeman, running after him, caught
his collar and gave him a lusty kick that
gent him sprawling. A brother officer gath-
;:ei the youth up and pitched him safely

ck. b

Again the crowd laughed.

A straet car came slowly along, its gong
clanging noislly. Ewvery inch of the track
in front of It was covered with men, women
and children, each of them determined to
get closer to the casket. A tall Police Ser-
geant called to his men to push them back.
Cluhs were waved franticaily, and the
crowd surged slowly back—back—lack—un-
til the track wus barely cleared. The street

e

car crept along, and the erowd gurged for-
ward again as it passed.

A negro girl started across the alley. Bhe
had boasted that she was going to get
“right up to dat coffin.”” The HSergeant called
to her. She did not heed him. The HSer-
geant caught her roughly by the arm.

*You come back here,” he ordered. “You
haven't any business up there. Stay where
you bLelopnz.™

More jeers and laughter came from the
crowd.

Gaudlly dress¢d Chinamen, leaders of the
cercmonies, . began to climb into the ear
riages. 'In the first were the male relatives
of the dead man. In the second was Gam
Lee's white wife, a black vell which but
half concealed. features that were ence
comely fluttering loosely from her black
bonnet. In the other carrluges were the

Chinese Masons of high degree, and in one
were five Chinese children.
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Gorgeous Trappings, 2 Feast
fo.r the Dead Man, a Horse for
His Spirit, and a Weird Band
of Music.

——

A way was opened throush the cromd, The
riderlass white horse was led [ns street,
The casket was Hfted Into s2 In

front of It marched o Chinaman, 1 ho held
high a long, narrow b ! which was
fnseribidd o recital In o ricters of

the dead mun's good q
Bann r-lwaring  Chly
dressid than thosa of the ¢
their places about the he
Tha Chinese band, encl
bers chanting an nes
em::-ht with his half closed and his haag
WAVIng unevenly, began to heat on it 1
bals and to blow on jts ffos -

1, more r:?hlv
ik and tlle, took
of tha four mem-
ompaunylcg song, nand

The American land began 1

The finttering flaws and ! r's Rive a
tlotous tone of calur that wis sap off Ly the
dingy red of the rams il Lulldings of
the Chinese quarter, EaY was
the dress of the m lus, purpie,
pink, dull red and yelluw, with here and

there a white blouse, und r
tense black lettering In Chinese chigrns

The cortege moved slowly to Ollve strest.
The jeering crowd ran afier and about it,
Jaughing, shouting, hooting,

The Chinamen,
and jeers, nevertheless
among themselves,

The queer proces:s £
on Olive street to Fourtcenth st
teenth street to Locust and on Locust to
Twenty-first, passing for the whele distance
between two shifting, closely pncked banks
of curions white people and nemroes,

At Twenty-first street the formation was
broken, the Ameriran musiclans were dis-
missed, and those who were to go to tha
grave climbed into carringes. Waving abgve
each carriage was n Lanner.

heediess

nlitke of shouts
el cheertully

The sun had found a way through ths
clouds when the procession began to enter
Wesleyan Cemetery. The cortege moved
carefully to the apen grave, at the foot of
which was dry wood piled in a heap that
was ready for lghting.

All around the grave, and pressing back
upon other graves, were hundreds of ir-
reverent people. They were pressed bacik
with difficulty, but at last there was spacs
for the coffin to be brought to the grave
and for the chief actors In the ceremonles
to gather together,

The weird incantations, hesun at the head
of Hop alley, were contlined; the banners
were unfurled again; the dirzes of the Chi-
nese band were renewed; Joss sticks were
lighted; the food that had been brought
out In a covered wagon was placed care
fully at the head of tha grave.

The casket was lifted from the hearse
and wrapped In the banner on which was
inseribed the version of the dead man's
virtues. Then it was lowered into the
ground,

When the grave was filled the pile of &ry
wood was Jighted and the mourners bagan
the performance of the last rite. They
marched slowly about the fire, and as each
came opposite it hs took from his coat ecr
blouse his mourner’s badge of colored stripe
of cloth and threw it upon the blazing heap.

The crowd followed close. If a badge
dropped short or went over the fire, it was
seimed as a souvenir.

The mourners began to climb into the
carriages. The crowd surged back of them,
trampling over the grave, and selzing
greedily the corm, ofl, wine, fruits and other
delicacies that had been so reverently

pinced.

As the procession moved out of the
cemgtery each of tha mourners was pre-
sefifed with a cake of maple sugnr and a
pie0d of money, In accordance with a Chi-
nesa bellef that no man should ever le
called upon to do any service for nothing.

The wilderness of banners and the gaudy
regalla were taken carefully back to Hop
alley and there furled and folded and Iald
aside to await service at the next Chinese
funeral.

And the burial of Gam Lee, King of Hop
alley, was officlally ended.
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The Impromptu Ball
at Prairie du Rocher...

How = False Rumor Interrupted a Love Affair and Caused a Dzar Old Priest to Be Nearly Frozen.

wa
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% MWRITTEX FOR THE SUNDAY llcm:m.u:.
{7 It was very unfortunate, of course, that a
S False rumor should bresk up a dance, sand
¥ Colone! Geurge Rogers Clark hurrving back
' 40 Kaskaskla, snd his sweetheart and her

party to St. Louls, while dear old patriotic
“~* Father Plerre Gibauit had to remain loe-
bound on an fglund in the middle of the
Mississippl River for nearly a woeek

Iut that is exactly what happencd in the
early part of Junuury, 177%; for historlans
have solemnly recorded the facts In the
case,
" Thers was little rest on either bank of
2" the river for the scattered settlers In those
days. When the Indlsns were not on the

3! wearpath the Britlsh were threatening; and |
" L enemy

when hortile forces were temporarily guicet
there was always the excited pligrim, with
his wild and harrowing particulars of some
impending calamity.

But for all that there was time for a LIt |

'of musio, a bit of dancing, & sea=on of
sli sworship; and for lovemuking and marriage.
o When George Rogers Clark, soon after
% the beginning of the new year, found time
¢ hanging heavily on his hands at Kaskaskia
r, =thers having beeno no attack from any
il quarter in ail the deys that had elups=ed
1'since he hod captured the village, and with

spit the whole of the surrounding country on
the night of July 4, 1778—he resoived to go to

- Cahokia. History does not record thut he

!'had any speclal business there; for Cahokia |

,igwas @8 loyal us Kuskaskia But Cahokla
x:ns cloger to Bt. Louls, and——, Well, per-

; that wos the reason.
4+ he March From Kaskasia
-in the Face of a Biting Wind.

,: For in Bt. Louls, as has been duly told

"' 4n these faithful chronicles of the early

" fays, there llved a dark-halred, black-eyed

. Benorita, Pepita, most charming dauhgter

of the Spanish Governor de Layba. They

" ~—she and Clark—bad met at the capture of

= “Kauskaskia; they had met ggaln, at other

“Yimes and other places; and they had loved.

"“"Clark was a Virginian, and his Virginian

' “heart had mot been hardened by his long

Vigears of bardships and warfare—in the

““wwilds of Kentucky, on the Indian trail, on

the long murch from Eastern Kentucky to

*capture and make & part of the United

TiStates that vast domaln which has in jater

*i gears been cut into strips, Iabeled IKen-

>iucky, Illinols, Indiana und Ohio and given

%0 the dignity of States. The gleam of a wom-

W RS eyes—if she were 4 prelily woman; thz

i=gnusic of & woman's volce—if that voice were

‘v soft and vibrant with the tones of youth;

1i the warmth of & woman's smile—Il that

* gmile brought dimples into flushing cheeks;

3 “ None of these ever fulled to appeal to

| ' “QGeorge Hogers Clurk—"Blg Knife," he was
! fycalled by the fearsome lndlaus.

f+ There was & coguetie’s gleam In Peplita's

leye; there was a song of Southern Spain in

Ther voloe; there were cherries on her lips

Yand entrancing dimples in her cheeks. The

Yiginia Colonel was entranced. ® * * Of

. his was & dream that was never 10
gt realized; but that is not a part of the
H present story.

i & To resume the relation of events as they
5 Plgecurred in January, 1779. When Colonel
““Clark and fifty men started for Cahokia,
$-The dny was just beginning: and a bitter
Fohid day it was, with strong, biting winds

driving through the trees and across the
| peairies and freezing the very marrow in

the bones of him who dared to foce It. The
men, with Colenel Clark and young Captaln
Jack Thornton In front, trudged along with
viror, swinging thelr arms wildiy and now
and then racing with cach other in order
that thelr bloed might run the faster
through their shivering hodlea,

Royal Welcome at the
Village of Prairie du Rochere.
At noon the little old willnze of Pralrie

flu Rocher was reached. Thers was no
need for a command to halt; the hardy fol-

lowers of the Virginlan laughed alike at
danger and dizcipline, and a: thersa was no
In =ight they had no thought of
=tanding shivering while red tape was he-
ingy unwound. As they came in sight of
the villags they darted forward with a
cheer; they burst into the door of the stora
| kept by M. Jacques Dulguerre; they crowded
| their way to the big open fircplace, and
i heaved mew logs upon the burning pile un-
til one solld sheet of flame filled the open-
ing and roared gally up the chomney, to the
grent danger of that remarkable structure
of wood and mud.

And they found wine and rum that would
| do more than flame to heat their blood, and
, drank it down with great gulps and many
| cheers for the host.

Across the wany was the house of M. Henrl
Rolaine. It was larger than any of its
nelghbors, for AL Rolaine was a wealthy
mnn whosea trading trips were always pros-
perous. He recognized the Virginlans as
they crowded Into Jacques's store, and went
out hurriedly to persuade some of them to
come under his roof. Clark went; so did
young Auguste Varney and middle-aged
Franeals Marselllzs, and youthful Jack
Thornton and half a dozen others. They
found another roaring fire, and steaming
rum and glorious wine. And socon there was
a feast of venison and quail and brown
bread get out by Mme. Rolalne and Marcel
»and Hortense, her pretty daughters.

Oh, there was a jolly good time!

M. Henri's Old Violin
a Happy Inspiration.

And when the feast was ended, and white
emoke was curling from half a score of
black pipes, M. Rolaine took from the wall
his old violin and played tunes that he had
brought in his mind and his fat fingers from
France a score @f years before.

“A dance! A dance!” cried young Au-
guste, springing up, and, clasping Marcel's
slender walst, beginning to whirl her about
the room.

“Zounde!" cried Clark, also springing to
his feet. “Your violln, my good friend,
puts music into my heele, also.”

And he whirled away with Hertense.

*That is poor,” laughed Madame Rolaine.
*“Tt 1s not well to darnce now. Bee, If you
stay, you danca to-night—out in the big
hall, in the kitchen, everywhere!”

“Capital!” cried Jack. “"But—whers are
he girls? Ma'meselle Marcel and Ma'msslle
Hortense—they cannot be divided betwesn
all of usl™

“Never fear,” sald the hostess, while the
host nodded his gray head smilingly over
his silent violin. From
here, from M. Volney’s house, from Ca-
hokla! Gol It will be sport!”

The young men shouted; the girlg clapped

their hands. Twenty miles for & partner
to dance with? It was nothing!

GleamIng candles flared in long rows eet
against the walls; great wood fires sput-
tered and roared in the fireplaces in ball
and kitchen: chattering girls and boasting
men fllled every room. Madame Rolalne,
a spotless kerchlef crossed over her rare
gown of blue, moved busily from one guest
to another; M. Rolaine, Iin huge slippers.
bulging ¥yarn  stockings, tight-stretched
bresches of blue, and a flowing coat of
vellow, rubbed his hands gleefully and
ever nnd anon tuned his violin lovingly.

Pepita was there. She and half a dozen
others from St. Louls had been at Cahokla
when Jack Thornton had carried the news
of tha ball to that village. And she was
glowing with beauty and high spirits. The
gallop across the prairies in the sharp alr
had brightened her dimpled face until—for
George Rogers Clark, at least—it shone
with the radlance of a summer's sun. Her
dress was red—a glowing red that blazed
in rivalry with the roaring furnaces fed
by crackling logs. Her black hailr rose
above the red dress In a glogsy heap; her
rosy cheeks, the final touch of color. mads
her ollve skin to seem as fair ns an Baster
llly. Dimples came and went as she chat-
tered, her dainty head tilted coquettishly
that she might look with roguish glances
from the corner of her sparkling eyes Into
the face of the Virginla Colonel, who would
not leave her side,

“Come!" cried Mme. Rolaine. “You must
dance! See! My Henrl ia playlng!”

Away the dancers began to whirl, Pe-
pita’s head just reached the shoulder of
the Colonel, whosee stout arms tenderly en-
circled her walst. Pepita’s eyes were =0
faintly hidden by dark lashes that not one
of the mischievous glances that came hap-
pily from them was lost to her valiant
partoer; and Pepita's light feet tripped s0
merrily over the puncheon floor that they
all but defled the energles of M, Henrl.

“This is better than fighting Indlans”
Sl.;rk whispered with an attempt at bra-

o.

“Monsieur the Colonel is not compll-
mentary,” laughed the girl. “Ths compari-
son is bad."”

“Now, Miss—"

*0-0-0-0! That is worse! I am not an
American! You must not call be ‘Miss'!"

““Well, madamolselle—""

“And that {s worse, Monsieur Colonel]l It
is s0 funny! The way you pronounce the
word!"

“Well, then, senorita—""

*Tut, Monsieur]! It is provoking!
tongue is thick—it is clumsyl"

Pepita's small mouth puckered in a tight
little pout. But her eyes glimmered more
brightly, and presently the pout melted into
a smile,

The Virginian bent lower over the pretty
face—that was now secking to hide itself
innt!he folds of the warm dress—and said
softly: .

Four bars of music had been drawn from
the violin by M. Henrl before the girl lift-
el her face again, or delgned to make re-
ply. Then she eaid:

“That—is better!”

It was such a soft little whisper that it

Your

is not surprising that her partner had te
'I!ndh'—mlﬂ'—!ohﬂ;.l!.“
hwl should say ‘my swestheari? "

Tha bright faca dropped slowly until the
rosy cheeks were hidden and the black-
crowned brow rested against the Virginla
Colonel's shoulder.

“[ love yon!" he sald, as his arms tight-
eneid thelr clasp.

“Impudent!” cried the girl, freeing her-
gelf from the man's strong arms, and run-
ning lghtly awnay.

As she passed into the kitchen, she

glanced bLack sauclly and laughed.

Old Jacques Brings News
of an Impending Attack.

Clark ran after her: but just them an
outer door opened, and, accompagpled by a
biting gust of wind, swarthy old Jacques
Pirot entered. e was exclted, end that
was 4 strange thing to note In old Jacqiies,
hunter, trapper, scout and Indlan fighter
Clark grasped hls shoulder tightly,

“Jacques! What's the matter? Indians?"

He spoke loudly. The music censed; the
dancers halted and came crowding about
the new arival,

“Colonel, the British are marching on
Kaskuskia!"

“Jack, Francols, Auguste, get the men
together!"” called Clark sharply. “Have
them ready to leave at once. Muster them
in the store; I will bse thers presently.
Jacques, come here!"

Clark led the trapper Into the kitchen, and
close beside the fire. The guests followed,
frightened and curlous,

“Now be quick and tell me what you
know,” ordered the Colonel. “How many
were there In the attacking party?*

“An Indian told me there were E500."

“Did you see them?"

“No. I was afraid. 1 hurried away."

*“When did they leave St. Vincent?"
“Two days ago. Deer Face saw them
marching out. He told me how they looked.
They had—"

“How do you know they were starting
toward Kaskaskia?"

“Hungry Woll—"

“Who Is he?"

“An lllinols warrior. He was close to St.
Vincent, when a squaw who had been to
the village brought the news that the Brit-
Ll

“Have they any cannon?"

“Hungry Wolf told me they had five
pleces. Une was—"'

“M. Henrl, my coat, If you please,
route did they take?"*

“They were to cross the river below the
village and march on it.at daylight."”

“Any Indians with them?"

“A band of Algonguins was to joln them
first day out.”

“That will do! M. Henr!, and Madame, I
am sorry I must leave. Good-night, ladies
and gentlemen. I would advise all of you to
Eget 1o your homes as soon as possible; for
if what Jacques has heard is true; and the
red coats and the Indians are as strong as
he reports, they will not be content to stop
&t Kaskaskia."

Clark’s eyes sought anxiously through ths
crowd from Peplta. She was not to be seen,

With an additional farewell to the ladles
he stepped briskly out into the night.

“Where the devil did my little Spaniard
go!" he grumbled.

What

*“Colonell” came a soft call behina
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“It is Impolite to run away!"” she called
“And never say good-by!"

‘“Pepita!” he sald agaln, this time very
saftly; for she was In hls arms, and his
lips were bent to hers.

The door of M. Henri's house opened, snd
Pepita, breaking from his grasp, ran Hght-
ly away.

From the store across the road came ths
sound of the scraping of fifty feet. The
door was thrown open, and Thornton
stepped out.

“Fall In!" he shouted, as the men cams
into the road. *"Call Colonel Clark."”
“Forward, march!” ecrled Clark, stepping
In front of the men. *“And go like the
devil.”

him. He turned. A dainty little figure
running toward him. S nay

*Pepital” be cried

The day wns just breaking when Clark
snd his command, half frozen by the ter-
rible cold eof the night, and almost ready

tﬁw\' '
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to drop from exhaustion, struggled Into
Kaskaskin. They hurrled straight to the
fort, Clark fifty feet in advance. The senti-
nel called out, sharple.

“Gio wake your Captain,” shouted Clark,
*and teil him to prepare for hot work. The
Eritish are coming!"”

In five minutes the fort was in & tumuilt.
Half-dressed men were tumbling out into
the cold alr, armed and ready to fall into
line or :nan the port holes.

In five minutes more every person in the
villuge was likewise aroused,

“Father Gibault”' asked Clark. “Is he
here? Tell him he must leave, He fs too
good friend of the Americans to be safe If
he should fall into the hands of Hamilton.*

Father Gibault soon came to find the
Colonel. He pleaded to be allowed to re-
maln and do his share of work. Clark
would not listen to him.

“You are too valuable & friend, Father™
he said. “You must get acroes the river.
There you will be safe, and Virginia can
have the advantage of your council in fu-
ture.”

Clark himself led the old priest to the
river bank, and saw him push off into the
etream, his vessel a light bateau.

“Good luck to you, Father!” he called.

*God be with you, my son!" was the an-
swering shout.

Early in th e : .Lt.: began

ar n e evening the scouts
come In. From all it was the same stor;:m

‘“Not a sign of redcoats or redsking any-

where; but 'm d—n near frose!"

' .
fe it r'al-l-lur.FI-”“
R
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The door of M. Henri's house opened, and Pepita, breaking from his
grasp, ran lightly away.

approach of an enemy.

“Colonel,” sald Jack Thornton, after &
K::'“hu passed, “I belleve old Jacrques is &

“Devil take Jacques!* sald Clark, thought-
fully.

Meantime, poor old Father Gibault was i
desperats straits. For five days he had been
alone on an isiand in the middle of the
Mississippl, without food, without fire rnd
;Lthou: shelter, mave that given by the

e,

His attempt to cross the river had beend
disastrous. His bateau had becn raaght 18
& powerful mass of ice floating down on the
swift current, and, In spite of his best ef-
forts, had been pushed far down the river
His struggles were puny against the twinl
powers, but about ten miles ¢own the rivef
Be had put forth a last desperate effort
and had forced his boat through the 108
and close to the shore of a lttle !siand.

As he ran into shallow water his bates®
struck a cake of Ice, which tipped it, and
the priest was thrown out. He sirugeled 10
the shore, but his bateau went.foating 08
down the river. tossed by waves and hame
mered by Ice cakes until it sank.
mf‘llhe;hﬂiblun had lost his fiint iw

er; wet clothin, on became {
stiff; all he could do'w-:?sntu try to kee
the trees between himself and tha wip
until help came. He was forced o remald
thus for five days, when, quite by accls
dent, a hunter from the western shor®
chanced to stop at the fsland nnd found

Other scouts were sent out for the night,
and for the next day, and for seversd dsye
following. There was no indication of fhe
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the aged prelate almest dead. He hurs

m‘?‘ﬂf eadu end ;a; i
o life.

But to his dying day he shuddered whé®

he thought of his awful experience oo ih8




